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his beautiful hand, expounding,, didactic; or,
whilst he is forming his considered sentences,
draws arabesques and figures on a sheet of
paper with a blue and red pencil.

No arrangement had been made as to what 1
was to discuss with Stalin. I had prepared no
subjects of conversation of any sort: I wanted
to leave it to the impression of the man and the
inspiration of the moment to determine what I
should talk about. I was rather afraid that it
frank might be one of those more or less official, set
conversations such as Stalin has had on two or
three occasions with Western writers. And at
first it did seem as if this was to be the case.
We spoke of the function of the writer in
Socialist society, of the revolutionary effect
which is often exercised even by reactionary
writers, as, for example, Gogol; of the intellec-
tual and how far he is affected or unaffected
by his class; of freedom of speech and of
writing in the Soviet Union. At first Stalin
spoke cautiously and in general terms. But
gradually he grew more expansive, and soon
I realised that I could talk frankly with
this man. I spoke candidly and he replied
candidly.